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	1. Missing Vikings: Presumed Slaughtered

V for Viking

Author's Note: Alright, if you are looking for a feel-good, plain ole' Hicstrid story, just keep on going. If you're looking for your average 'M' rated Hicstrid story, again keep going you filthy animal :P. However, if you are looking for a gritty, violent, and potential heart-crushing story…well, stick around. If you were a fan of the 'evil-Hiccup' theme from my other HTTYD story "Exodus and Return-us" then you will like this.

Reviews are welcome, especially since this is going to be much different from your normal story and as such responses will vary. I want to hear anyone's thoughts. Keep in mind though that this story should elicit strong responses, and those may not be sunshine and rainbows.. :D

Here it is… V for Viking (which is totally a play on 'V for Vendetta')

Chapter 1—Astrid's POV

The whole village has been on alert. It's been six years since our last dragon raid, but that doesn't mean that we've forgotten the terror those beasts bring. Ever since the Chief's son disappeared—just before the raids stopped—the island knows to drop everything if someone goes missing. I don't know if the Chief is worried that someone else could die or just wants a chance to kill a kidnapping dragon, but either way everyone is on the lookout.

And the best of us, whether with a blade or at tracking, are on the hunt. And since I'm one of the best in both areas, I get to hunt alone so no one slows me down. Just one of the few perks on being the #1 Shield Maiden in the Archipelago.

Two men didn't come home last night. They aren't anyone important—just two loudmouths who enjoyed heckling my generation as we grew up—but they were friends of Spitelout. Because I am considered the best at this sort of thing, Spitelout told me and only me that he knew the men were planning on going into the forest after drinking last night. I guess Spitelout felt he could trust that I would find them and bring them back to him before they embarrassed themselves anymore.

I guess that's what my reputation has bought me. Astrid the Faithful, one step above Astrid the Loyal. When I won that competition among Shield Maidens from all tribes, they decided that I needed a new name to commemorate my accomplishment. I'm not certain whether 'Loyal' or 'Faithful' sounds any better than the other, but I've taken the title nonetheless.

Unfortunately for Spitelout, it doesn't seem like his friends are in any kind of simple trouble: I've been searching for hours without a trace. The deal was that after eight hours of no word that Spitelout would send others to search. That should have happened two hours ago.

I'm probably a good two hours away from Berk now, and I've been doing everything I can yet still haven't found anything. Aside from 'they're going to test their drunken aim' I don't know anything.

Eventually, I came across a tall stone cliff. It went straight up for a good hundred feet and basically represented the beginning of Berk's main mountain. I stopped to catch my breath and eat a small snack in the shade of a nearby tree, and while I ate my eyes wondered to the cliff-wall.

The wall was impossibly smooth because it faced the brunt of the ocean's wind, yet for some reason up one side there were small holes made. It almost seemed like someone had cut out small handholds in the wall so that they could climb up.

I put my food and water away and investigated the holes. They were about six inches deep and were wider than they were tall, as if someone had stabbed this wall with a really strong weapon.

I seriously doubted that either of the drunk men would have made this if they had made it this far drunk, but mission or no this warranted exploration. It seemed like an odd choice for a cliff climbing trip for anyone because there wasn't any rock at the top to tie off on; this is a no-failure task with very high risk.

Regardless, I started climbing. Even with my pack and my axe on my back, I was eventually able to make it to the top. Up top there was a cave in the side of the cliff, and above that there was even more cliff. It looked as if the cave had seen recent activity, so I unsheathed my axe and investigated.

For most of the time, the cave was dark and I stayed to the edges. Eventually, I saw an orange-ish light at the end of the cave. When I got there, I was extremely surprised to see a lava pit in the middle of the ground. I had no clue that Berk's small peak was a volcano, but when I looked up I didn't see any hole at the top.

It must be dormant. I was about to leave, before something at the corner of the room caught my eye. Despite the sweltering heat, I stayed to examine what was a peg-board of sorts. All the words were written in some strange, connected, squiggly language. There seemed to be a triangle scheme among the writing, and I could identify several dozen separate sections, until at the top there were two sections that headed the pyramid.

"Well, that's not how a pyramid works…" I mused aloud. Indeed, instead of a true pyramid, it looked like the board's owner couldn't decide which section belonged on top, and put them both there for the moment.

"Alright, I've had enough of this heat." I decided to leave until something caught my eye. At the bottom of the pyramid, two sections had a big X through them, and a pendant hung from each section. And judging by Spitelout's description, these two pendants belong to my two missing men.

My eyes went wide, and my head whipped to the lava pit. A chill ran down my spine, and I decided that it was time to leave this cave before its resident returned. If this person killed two Vikings, then I don't want to risk taking him on alone. If I fail, no one will ever find this place, and we will have _three_ missing persons.

Once I was back outside, I prepared to climb back down before I noticed someone climbing up. The person was clad in black armor, which only served to multiply my fears.

"Ah, don't worry, I won't fall. You always tell me to keep training, so here I am training!...What? You don't like that I'm stabbing my way up a cliff? Well, get over it!" I could faintly hear the man in black armor having a conversation with someone I could neither see nor hear. I assume that they are hiding under the tree.

"Damn. I'm not getting down without being spotted." I looked around for someplace to hide, and right above the place that the man below was set to come up was a large boulder that I could take cover behind. I got into place, set my bag down, and readied my axe.

"Watch, I can even do it one-handed!" The voice was closer.

"WHOOPS! Two hands it is…sorry." It was very close.

"See, I made it." The voice made it over the edge.

The man walked past my spot, and I jumped out axe first. Just before I made contact with his back, my axe was blasted out of my hands by a blast of fire, and I turned my head to find a Deadly Nadder giving me a death glare. The next thing I knew I was roundhouse kicked by the man, and when I tried to pick myself off the ground I was greeted with a blade to my neck.

The man angrily grumbled something at me in a language I can't begin to understand—probably the same language written on the board. When I didn't reply in his language, he gave me death glare that put the Nadder to shame. Despite the fact that there was a dragon _right there_, I refused to break eye contact.

He wore a mask that covered his forehead and mouth, and formed a point that covered his nose but left his eyes and the side of his temples exposed. The entire armor was a deep midnight blue—nearly black—and features some sort of shingle design like a roof. Or a dragon.

Suddenly, his eyes went wide and he pulled back on his weapons—double short spears with a half-foot arrow at the end—and he stumbled back a few feet.

"_Astrid?!_" he asked surprised.

I wasn't going to let this opportunity pass. I kicked up with my feet and managed to knock off his helmet—nearly missing his chin—before I rolled backwards into a standing position. The man barked an order at the dragon and held his hand out to stay it, before shaking his head and adopting a defensive position.

"Do I know you?"

"I hope not." He replied, and a charged him with my now-retrieved axe.

In about five moves, I was again disarmed and held at the end of a blade. He seemed extremely proficient with his weapons, as he not only defeated me but made a show of it simultaneously. One spear would distract me with spins and twirls while the other made short work of getting caught in the curve of my axe. With one simple yank, I was defenseless.

He held his spear again to my neck. This time, I got to see his whole face. I finally noticed his green eyes—not a bright green, but a faded green—and the curve of his face. It seemed familiar. It wasn't until I saw a small scar on his chin that I realized who this was.

"_Hiccup?!_" I asked incredulously.

"Oh, son of a _BITCH_."

"Hiccup! What the hell are you doing alive?!"

He again retracted his weapon, and turned his back as he paces around and ran his hands through his hair. I was about to approach him, but the growl of a certain Nadder held me at bay.

"Hiccup, what's going on? Have you seen two drunk idiots?"

Hiccup remained silent, but at least turned around to face me. His head suddenly turned to the Nadder, and he paused as if it was _talking to him_.

"Aww, come on. I guess we could tell her."

I swear, the Nadder shook its head at him, but he ignored it.

"I'm here... well, I'm here to avenge a friend."

That caught my attention.

"What do you mean 'avenge a friend'? Are you planning on _killing_ people?" I asked, not sure if to mock him or question his sanity.

He frowned slightly, and took a deep breath before responding.

"Well, I've kinda already started. You're looking for Griff and Svimmon, correct?"

My eyes went wide, and the chills from earlier returned to my spine. I gave a small, terrified nod.

"Yea…good luck with that."

I froze, and Hiccup just kinda looked at me, waiting for a response. Eventually, I was able to sum up my shock in one word.

"_WHAT?!_"

"They're dead. Melted, actually. Not alive, mind you, but gone nonetheless."

My mind flew into a frenzy. How could Hiccup do this? There's no way that he would do this. No one would do this to their tribe! This is insane!

Then, I thought of a possible scenario where this makes sense. They ran into Hiccup while they were drunk, and Hiccup must have thought he was in danger. He probably killed them in self-defense and disposed of the bodies. It's still bad, but not horrible…in a way.

"Did they attack you?"

"No. I attacked them."

And like that, my rationality was shattered and my mind shifted into overdrive. Panic flooded my mind, and my breathing started to speed up.

"Why? Why would you hurt them?"

Hiccup again shared a glance with the Nadder.

"They were on my list. They were actually the first ones on my list."

I started to hyperventilate, and I was torn between my complete disbelief of the situation, my desire to get to the bottom of this, and my ever-urgent need to get the hell out of here.

"Calm down, Astrid. Breathe. There you go, just breathe. Once you're calm, I'll answer some questions. I'm sure that your mind must be struggling to understand this." Odd. I'm not really in a state to judge this, but that last sentence seemed…melancholy. Reserved, for someone who murdered two men and is eager to answer questions.

I saw down at the base of the cave, and Hiccup retrieved my pack, then handed me my water. I took a sip to try to calm my breathing, and my brain realized that I needed to not hyperventilate if I didn't want to choke.

"There. I'm sure you're dying to ask me something, so go ahead."

"Uh, what is…that…doing there?" I asked, not so subtlety referring to the dragon in the room.

"Oh, you mean Metalbreath? Yea, well the dragons just kinda seem to follow me around ever since I killed their Queen. And their Alpha."

Okay, so that really doesn't help me right now. There's a lot of information there that doesn't interest me right now, but is surprising nonetheless.

"So _you_ killed a dragon?" I asked cuttingly. Hiccup flinched, almost as if I had hit a tender spot or an old wound, but he hid it well.

"Well, not alone…but yes, many." He replied in another melancholy tone. This definitely is not the same Hiccup that disappeared years ago.

Hiccup sat down against Metalbreath the Nadder, and removed his freaking foot.

"What the…?"

"Oh, yea. I never was one to let losing a foot slow me down. I found a kick-ass use for this leg now…"

He removed the foot and part of his shin, and brought it up to his chest. He slowly unclasped a lid that hid into the top of the foot. I expected him to pull out a weapon or some cool map or just something else mysterious, but instead he proceeded to drink the contents of his leg.

"Um…what is that?" I asked. It was a red liquid, but I was too far any to determine anything other than that.

"Only the best rum known to man. I've been saving this for…well, a stressful day in the near future, but this works too."

My eyebrows arched up, and I gave him an incredulous look.

"You use a secret compartment in your leg to store _rum_?"

After he finished the whole thing, he reattached his foot.

"Metalbreath, remind me to thank that pirate—sorry, _privateer_—sometime soon. This was the best idea ever."

With his foot now reattached, he looked back to me. I gave him a flat look.

"What's in your arm, a _Madam_?"

"Nope, I reserve those for my pants!" He responded with a grin, and I immediately shook my head of the thoughts that spawned there.

Well, now is as good a time as any to shift this conversation.

"So, tell me again why you are murdering your tribe?"

Hiccup went stiff, and despite having just downed a good bit of rum his gaze was stony as ever.

"That…that's the one thing I'd like to keep to myself."

"Well, sorry, that option went away when you killed two men and took me hostage!"

The Nadder behind Hiccup almost chuckled at that, and Hiccup nudged it with his elbow.

"…Fair enough."

"You said you're avenging someone. What did we ever do to you?!" I asked angrily. I was feeling a good bit defensive, seeing as our heir—or I suppose former heir if he's intent on killing us—is being quite offensive. Not 'ouch my feelings are hurt' offensive, but 'ouch I am killed' offensive.

"It's not _that_ simple, Astrid."

"Oh, well, _please_! Enlighten _the shit_ out of me!" I yelled with equal parts anger and sass.

Hiccup stood up and turned away, and I noticed his hands had curled into fists. Good; if he is struggling with this, then maybe he can be swayed. If not, at least I've caused him some trouble with it.

"My best friend—my _only_ friend—of all time was killed recently. An old injury that Berk caused him kept him from being fast enough to live. Just another inch and we _both_ would have made it.

"I did manage to kill them men responsible for his death, but it's _not enough_. The last thing he ever heard was me telling him that those responsible would pay, and I intend to keep that promise. To remind me of my goal, I don his scales as my armor—his idea, I swear—everyday."

The amount of pain that that story caused Hiccup must have been incredible based upon to look in his eyes. It looked like his eyes had died; the old, vibrant green had faded into a forest-green grave. Even his voice, which till now was cheerful and even playful, seemed to just die. I couldn't tell if his voice was about to crack or cry or scream in rage.

But the amount of pain this man's death caused Hiccup cannot be underestimated.

Wait a minute…

"This is all about a _dragon!?_ It isn't even a real person!?"

Almost instantaneously, Hiccup slapped me with the flat part of the arrow on his spear. I saw stars, and the pain in my cheek was almost unbearable. I was unhurt except for a small slice from the tip of the spear and the pain from being slapped much harder than I thought was possible.

"IF. YOU. SAY. THAT. AGAIN. I. WILL. NOT. HOLD. BACK." Hiccup spoke slowly and made sure that the murderous intent behind his words was delivered in full.

I went _completely_ silent. So much of this situation was new and different that I was terrified.

Yet, somehow, I still found some fight within me.

"I've never seen a dragon like that here, or anywhere to be exact." I didn't openly defy him, but I implied that Berk didn't hurt his dragon. I just hope he isn't too pissed.

"You haven't ever seen it, but I would imagine that you've heard the Night Fury one or two times…"

"Those are _Night Fury_ scales?! How did you meet a Night Fury!?"

Hiccup started to pace around the room, with his weapons still in hand to serve as a reminder what _not_ to say.

"The same way he was injured. For years, I was nothing around here. Just a screw-up, a curse, and failure that everyone had to deal with. My like sucked, okay? It truly did. Everything I _ever_ did to help backfired and set me worse off than before. All I ever wanted to do was be like the rest of you; to catch everyone's eye and be accepted. I eventually figured that, to climb out of the hole I was in, I had to take down a Night Fury…so I did. And no one cared. My triumph brought me nothing, and it injured my soon-to-be friend permanently. It ripped his tailfin off, and because of that he is _dead_ now!"

"And _that's_ why you want to kill your tribe? Because you used to suck and now you're friend died?" I asked, almost not sure if he would admit to such a condensed statement or if he was the 'justification' type.

"More or less, yes. For the role you played in his death."

Something within me went off. How DARE he pin this on us?! Is he so delusional that he blames us for all that has happened!? Has Hiccup truly gone insane, or is he no longer that kind person who tried to help Gobber?!

I rose to my feet, and quickly walked forward until Hiccup and I were less than a foot away. My anger was threatening to spill over, and I was lucky that I didn't strike him then and there.

I looked up into his eyes, and nearly exploded.

"In case you didn't notice, we aren't to blame for all of us! If you _really_ want someone to pin his death on, you should think REALLY hard about who is to blame…"

With my bit said, I felt smugly satisfied with myself. That is, until I saw his lifeless eyes explode ten times more violently than I just did.

"YES, I KNOW. I WILL BE THE FIRST TO ADMIT THAT TOOTHLESS IS DEAD BECAUSE OF ME! IF ANYONE SHOULD DIE TO AVENGE TOOTHLESS, **I SHOULD BE FIRST**. I SHOULD DIE; IF ONLY I COULD BE SO LUCKY. BUT THAT'S THE ONE THING I _CAN'T_ DO, ASTRID!"

I don't know whether he grew or I shrunk, but now I was terrified AND he looked monstrous. I was shaking and my spine had long since turned to ice, and I just stood there and watched in horror as things fell silent.

After a long, pregnant pause, Hiccup finally seemed to have control over himself. But not before planting his spear two feet deep into the rock wall.

"I can't just kill myself—I can't take the cowards way out now. I can't bear to be any more of a failure that I already am. I can't just _die_; I need to kill until I am killed. And so far, I haven't found anyone who was able to kill me."

"S-so what are you going to do? Am I-I…are you…?"

He still seemed to be reeling his anger in, but almost took pity on me with what he said.

"I'm going to follow the list. Don't worry, now's not your time. There will be many dead before I get to you. If I'm lucky, someone will kill me before it comes to that.

"Unfortunately, I am never very lucky."

Author's Note: Yea, so Hiccup has a kill-list. How sweet. I don't expect this story to be very long, so I don't intend to fully explain everything. A few references or hints about what sort of timeline this story has, but that's it. Next chapter will actually be the end unless I think of another thing I want to accomplish before I end this.

As always, please review!


	2. A Delicate Situation

V for Viking

Chapter 2 – Astrid's POV

I'm trapped in a cave with a lunatic. Okay, so that's not fair. He's just emotionally unstable and fueled by the purest rage I've ever seen.

Either way, this is not good.

After he made a cryptic threat, he walked over to the edge of the cliff to cool off. The Nadder is still watching me, but all I've done is sit against the cave wall and think.

I need to find out more about what is going on. Hiccup was never one to hold a grudge…or was he? I never _saw_ him get back at anyone, but then again he was never actually able to achieve his own revenge. I guess years of bottled ridicule would irk anyone, but I still don't but into Hiccup's story yet. Everyone loses friends in battle; that's just a hazard of being a Viking. For some reason, Hiccup wants to take on the world and spill as much blood as possible.

Which is still a pretty significant Viking trait, now that I think about it.

I need more information. Hiccup has had plenty of time to cool off; perhaps he just needed someone to lend an ear. Often time just saying things out loud points out errors in your line of thinking, and I can tell that Hiccup has already had a few snags through our 'talk' so far.

Unfortunately, he didn't seem to care that his logic was flawed. He plowed on regardless.

I slowly walked over to where Hiccup was standing, walking with heavy steps so I didn't surprise him.

"A Night Fury, huh? Is that why the Nadder follows you? Was it like a pack leader?"

I must have said something wrong, because Hiccup's hand instinctively curled into fist. Fortunately, he caught himself and unfurled his fingers. It's something that I've seen _many_ pissed Vikings do; namely, his father. But usually Chief Stoic displays a temper to compete with Thor when he makes a fist.

"He. Not it." He grumbled to correct me.

I fought a serious urge to roll my eyes, which would probably ignite the anger that is obviously stirring inside of him.

"Noted. Was _he_ why the Nadder obeys you?"

Again, I said the wrong thing, but instead of a fist this time Hiccup flinched inwards on himself.

"And not 'obeys.' They all have free will, but they just…want to help me. I suppose it's a gift I have."

"Some gift. If Odin gave me the 'ability' to walk up to a dragon and put my life in its hands, I think I'd start worshipping the Frost Giants…"

Hiccup almost laughed (and by that, he blew a slight bit of air out of his nose), but let the conversation die.

Okay, so that was a little informative. Let's try a different approach.

"So, your list…are you just going to melt everyone in order? Because that seems like a silly plan, to tell me that I'm not going to die yet and let me raise an alarm…"

Hiccup's expression remained unreadable, but he at least turned his head in my direction.

"No, the melting was…impromptu. I have quite a nasty little sadistic side, and toying with drunk Vikings before their death was…" he trailed off, almost biting his tongue to stop himself.

I tried my _absolute_ hardest not to react to what he was saying. If he was trusting me enough to talk, then I can use this. I don't know if I can save him, or even stop him, but at this rate I might be able to try.

"Was…?"

"Let's just say it was too familiar. I will not kill anyone like that again…"

Oh, that's just a perfect spot for a question. I don't know how he will react to this next question, but this is too good of a chance to ask.

"Then how are you going to kill us?" I asked as innocently as possible given my position.

Hiccup took a long and deliberate breath while frowning, and started to open his mouth before closing it again. He was probably searching for a good word, then came across another idea altogether. Good; that means there are things he hasn't thought out and he is confronting them.

"Why do you say 'us'?"

"Because you said I was going to die…"

"Oh, yea. That's right…" he trailed off insecurely, reminding me of the boy that he used to be. It was refreshing and reassuring to see the old Hiccup.

It was also pretty nice that he forgot that I was going to die. That means he was likely trying to scare me earlier, and that I may not be on the list after all. But then again, _this _could be a trick.

"How did you rank your list? There weren't enough spots on the board for the whole village…"

Perhaps, if he tells me the criteria, I can decide whether or not I am on there for myself.

"You are _really_, _really_ reaching here, huh? Fine, if you want to do this… I can't completely put it into words—it's a gut feeling thing—but I guess I would say that the list ranks people who were significant in making my upbringing awful."

"So how did Griff and Svimmon fit into that?"

"…I needed two more people to have an even 28 names. That makes it go 7-6-5-4-3-2-1, like a pyramid. I don't know, I never had a huge problem with them, but a lot of the things they said just stuck in my mind. They were memorable, and right now my memories are not my friends…"

I decided to wait before responding. I have plenty to say, but our last talk exploded in my face, so I'm going to play this one safe. After a good pause, I decided to ask a question that would let Hiccup decide where the conversation would go. So far, those kinds of questions have resulted in the most information in the calmest way possible.

Gods, I sound like I'm trying to soothe a dragon with words. I feel insane right now.

"So you're just going to do what? Jump off buildings and stab everyone in order?"

Crap. I used way too much sass in that statement, and I'm already regretting every word.

"Watch it, #29." He said warningly but with a playful undertone.

His tone was quite appropriate, and I froze as I dissected his words. There are 28 people who he wants dead, and I'm number 29.

Should I feel flattered, outraged, or lucky?

Let's go with outraged. Or at least playful, if he's willing.

"Oh, I'm not even top 10? I must have done something wrong…"

Hiccup cringed. He _cringed_. Just that simple action made my stomach flop, and I think I may have just committed the stupidest mistake ever. Of all time.

"No, you all did 'something wrong.' If you had done anything right, then I wouldn't have left…"

I wanted to press that statement. To find out what exactly he means when he left. Where did he go? What has he seen? But everything I say right is always followed by two things wrong, and I'm scared of saying something damaging again.

I need to say something safe. To change the subject completely. Get his mind off of all this dark stuff.

"So where did you learn how to use weapons so well?"

Hiccup looked down and shook his head slightly, before looking me dead in the eye.

"South."

"And what about that pirate you mentioned? Where did you meet him?"

Still completely deadpan (but without any playful undertones anymore; just aggravated ones), he replied.

"Southwest."

"And where was the best rum ever from?"

It worked. His deadpan broke and a small grin fought its way to his mouth. Hiccup never was one to let sarcastic opportunities go to waste, no matter the circumstance.

"East of Southwest."

Despite my success at lightening the mood, I got fed up with his sarcastic replies. I mean, I'm trying to help. Even if he can't see it, surely he can' be this abrasive. I'm giving him a chance to embellish tales of faraway lands. Everyone loves that; just ask Trader Johan. My patience wore thin, and what I said next I said without even thinking.

"Gah, you have this whole Viking thing down. As stubborn as the day is long, bad temper, and _awful_ naming. I mean, 'Toothless' for a Night Fur-OOMPH!"

I never finished that sentence. In a flash, Hiccup grabbed a knife from his belt and flung it at me, catching me in the stomach and forcing me to fall onto my back, which only further jostled my new stab wound.

I was so stupid. I said so much in that one sentence that I'm surprised he didn't kill me.

"GRAAHH! You **HAD** to say that, didn't you!? I'm here trying to forget the rest of Berk and give you a chance, and you throw salt into my wounds just like everyone else! What is it with you Hooligans and twisting the knives in my back!?

"You know what, if you _really_ wanted to do this, then FINE. If you're going to pry for information, either be cunning or direct. _That_ is what Astrid would do. Don't be awkward like…well, like _me_. But you wanted to know how I'm going to kill my list? Well, this _pleasant_ trip down memory lane has inspired me. I'm going to Berk tear itself apart. I'll apply pressure in all the right places, and watch them kill themselves. The years of trust they've built with each other…I'm going to corrupt it in a matter of days. Then, when only the most paranoid and most ruthless are left, I'll find out who the real bastards truly are. Berk has been a snake-pit for years, and I'm going to find out who the venomous ones are!"

I held the knife a still as I could and applied pressure around it, hoping to at least stay some bleeding. However, Hiccup walked over me and planted his foot on my shoulder, pinning me to the ground. I writhed in pain and was about to say something before he pulled the knife back out. My eyes shot open and went as wide as they could; we both knew that I was less likely to survive with the knife removed.

Hiccup walked over to my head and crouched down next to my face.

"Look, you've awakened my sadistic side. You have two options… One: you bleed to death up here and I'll melt your body later, or Two: you're going to lay very still while my Nadder cauterizes that wound. You are going to have to let this dragon save your life, and it is going to sting like a bitch. What do you say, do you want to live?"

I balled my hands into fists and squeezed to try to block out the pain, but I found I was unable to. I pride myself on being tough and fighting through pain, and this isn't my first serious wound, but this hurts much worse than anything else I've gone through.

"You can't fight through this Astrid. My throwing knives are laced with different things from different places. _That_ particular one is designed to increase pain. For about an hour, the pain will escalate until you faint…or die. You can't win this, Astrid. Die or be saved by a dragon."

I shut my eyes tightly, and tried with everything I could to block or even tolerate the pain. Nothing worked, and I finally laid my head back and opened my eyes. I unfurled my hands and nodded to Hiccup.

"Good. Metalbreath, patch her up. I've got some things I need to prepare. Take her to the cove outside of the village when you finish."

Hiccup whistled and suddenly a Changewing appeared from the ceiling. Apparently, it had been invisible this whole time.

And apparently, it wasn't alone. Hiccup mounted one, then turned to give me one last word before leaving.

"Now, Miss Hofferson, I would recommend you bite your tongue on what you've seen here today. If you tell anyone about a crazy, dragon-riding ex-heir hell-bent on killing Berkians, I'm afraid all you will do scare some and upset some others…..actually, that makes my job easier. By all means, do what you feel is best!"

He flew off, and the Nadder approached me. The pain in my gut had reached a height that I didn't care at all what happened next, but I was prepared for the Nadder to just let loose a stream of fire wider than me. After a few seconds of nothing, I opened my eyes to see the Nadder giving me a small piece of bark with its beak. I was confused, until I realized that I was supposed to bite down on it.

"Oh…uh…thanks?"

The Nadder squawked, and looked at the wound. I moved my hands and tore away the fabric around the cut, then bit down on my bark.

It hurt more than like a bitch. I'd say it hurt like at least 43 bitches. Instead of a wall of flame, the Nadder used a very small and precise flame that sealed the wound under ten seconds. Ten agonizing seconds, but ten seconds nonetheless.

And then I blacked out. When I awoke, it was dark outside. That wasn't surprising, considering it was nearly sunset when Hiccup stabbed me. I was in a nice cove, and there was water nearby. My wound hurt but there was a strange tingling that helped keep the pain at bay. It was far better than any healing salve I've ever had.

I removed my top and washed the blood out of it in the nearby water, before wondering what to do about the knife-hole. I decided that since it was late, I would just slip into my window and go to bed after changing, and worry about all of this tomorrow. Maybe it was this tingling or maybe it was the events of the day, but I felt exhausted and sleep called to me despite having woken up recently.

Fortunately, because everyone was still on the hunt for Griff and Svimmon, my hall would be empty. During these searches, people who come back empty-handed usually head straight for bed without reporting to anyone so that they can get as much rest as possible before waking up to search in the light.

Uneventfully, I made it to my hall. I hung up my armor-skirt and tossed my top to the side of the room. I placed my shoulder pads in their place, and put on the first sleeping garb I saw.

I don't even remember getting into bed. I just remember being woken up at the crack of dawn—much earlier than I had planned on waking up at—by a hurricane of commotion. My parents told me to get out of bed and head down to the docks.

I dragged myself out of bed one limb at a time, and my stomach wound flared up once or twice slowing me down even further. I groggily dawned my clothes and armed myself with only a light dagger. I didn't need to carry an axe all day with my stomach the way it is.

As I headed down to the docks, a crowd had already former. I must have just missed an announcement or something, because everyone was fighting for a view and talking to their neighbor.

"Can't believe it."

"Miracle of the Gods, it is!"

"Miracle of the Gods indeed! Look at how big he is now!"

There was an overall sense of wonder and astonishment that mixed in with a general pleasant feeling from the crowd. I carefully pushed and shoved my way through the crowd—careful not to reopen my wound—and finally arrived at the edge of a circle in the crowd. Everyone had given space to the few people in the middle.

My eyes went wide and my mouth went agape when I saw Stoic, Gobber, and Spitelout standing there with Hiccup.

He saw me in the crowd, and gave me a wink. And not the 'hey there' kind of wink. The 'checkmate' kind of wink.


	3. You're ALIVE Oh wait you're dead again

V for Viking

Chapter 3 - Astrid's POV

This day is shaping up to be very…odd, to say the least. After everything that went down last night, Hiccup decides to show up and reveal himself to the whole tribe. I don't know what he's planning on doing, but it is clear that he isn't back because he missed Berk. What was really odd was how Hiccup was acting when I first saw him at the docks. He didn't seem shy or awkward at all; instead, he looked at home surrounded by Vikings. And he didn't even look out of place. He's tall enough to look down at most men now, and he's filled out about as much as his frame will let him. He's built sleekly and powerfully, and everyone is impressed.

Currently, Hiccup is in the Great Hall telling the village tales from his 'travels.' Spitelout pulled me aside and asked if we could meet just outside the Hall, and I knew what he wanted to speak about. It seems not everyone instantly forgot our missing men.

"What news, lass?"

"None. No trace of them at all. I searched everywhere, and didn't find as much as a leaf out of place."

Spitelout looked surprised, but whether by the information or the fact that _I _couldn't find anything I don't know.

"Aye…that's not good. You don't suppose they could have fallen in the water?"

"Well…if they did, they didn't swim out…" I said somewhat grimly.

Spitelout shook his head absently and turned to go back inside. He stopped when he noticed that I wasn't coming.

"What, you don't want to hear any of this? There's bound to be a few miracles involved if Hiccup's back!" He said with a laugh.

"No… I don't think I do…" I said in a somewhat melancholy fashion.

"Aww, don't let it get to you."

That caught me by surprise. Surely, he can't know…

"Let what get to me?"

"Anything. Those men will be back soon enough, I'll bet. Perhaps they just didn't want to be found. Now come on, everyone should be in here; it's a celebration."

I relented and walked inside. Instead of trying to find a place to sit among Hiccup's seated audience, I kept a wide base and stuck to the shadows. From where I ended up, I could hear everything and see Hiccup, Stoic, and a few other important people.

It appears that I walked in right as Hiccup was finished with one story because someone in the crowd called out a question.

"Now, lad, ye ain't a boy any more. Where have you been that's had the best women?!" Apparently, we were already passing out mead because this man nearly fell over himself despite sitting down. Some of the men laughed at the question, and laughed harder when the women just rolled their eyes.

"What, you think I would give away my biggest secret?! Ha… well, let's just say that the Bogs were _very_ hospitable on my return here!" Hiccup mocked.

That answer caught several people off guard—some even spit out their mead. Gobber laughed so hard that he fell backwards off of his seat next to where Hiccup stood, and in the process dumped a full tankard of mead on himself.

Ugh. Whoever proclaimed that drinking and celebrations should go hand in hand is a spawn of Loki. These people are making fools out of themselves, and I can only imagine what is going through Hiccup's head right now. Does he scan the room and see the people he wants dead just laughing at his stories? Does he mock how unaware they are in his head? That's something that I feel like I would do if I were as mad as Hiccup… 'Oh, look, there's so-and-so who just pissed himself! I'm really doing him a favor by murdering him!'

"Now, come on Vic, we've got women and children here!" Stoic half-chastised while fighting down a laugh.

Oh Gods, Stoic must be on Hiccup's list! He's probably one of the two tied for the top spot! Is Hiccup really planning on killing his own father? And who is the other spot? Gobber? He _is_ the person Hiccup spent the most time with, so I suppose that could be true. Or could it be Snotlout? Could _I _be up there? Hiccup was very precise when he called me the twenty-ninth on his list, but could that have been a ruse?

"Well, I see you standing there with at least three blades on you now. What sort of fights have you gotten yourself into?" Someone from the crowd asked. Everyone seemed to like that idea, leaving no room for Hiccup to wiggle out if he wanted to.

"Well, two years ago I did get into a duel with a Roman General…" Hiccup said nonchalantly in order to get a rise from the crowd.

It worked. They practically begged him to tell more.

"Well, I was passing through a small town outside of Rome itself, and had just woken up after spending the night in a gorgeous country home. Apparently, it belonged to a Roman General, and when he came home, he wasn't pleased with what I was doing with his daughter…" Hiccup trailed off, with a mischievous grin on his face. A few of the mothers and women in the room made a face, but an uproar came from the men. 'Look how smug he looks too!' 'Looks like he had two sword duels that day!' and all sorts of other snippy comments had pretty much everyone in laughter; many were in tears.

"So he challenged me to a duel to the death, then and there! He tossed me a sword, and I had the fight of my life butt-ass naked after tiring myself out _all night_!" Hiccup laughed as he finished, and no one could gain control of the room for several minutes. Anyone who tried (Stoic and Spitelout both) succumbed to laughter at some joke or other; nearly everyone had a few good words to get it about this.

Eventually, the room settled down and Stoic took control again.

"Well, it seems there is only one thing left to do! I think we should have a feas-" Stoic started to announce before I cut him off.

"Not so fast, Stoic. I think Hiccup need to display his 'sword fighting' prowess. Gods, Snotlout, his _other_ 'sword fighting' prowess!" Snotlout snickered, so I had to call him out. He went beet red. "It seems to me that we have two heirs now…"

The crowd hushed, and Stoic's brow furled.

"Aye, you're right. Good catch, Astrid. Hiccup, you were presumed dead and Snotlout was given the title of heir. Although you are certainly not dead, we can't just take that away from Snotlout now. If you want your birthright back, you must challenge Snotlout to a duel…" Stoic stated, giving Hiccup the ability to simply nod to challenge Snotlout.

He went a step further.

"I only have one question: are we fighting here, or the arena?"

The crowd went nuts in a way that only Vikings anticipating a fight can. Hoots and hollers echoed throughout the Hall. Snotlout pulled his shoulders back and walked up to Hiccup as manly as possible so that they could shake hands and seal their duel. Hiccup stood up straight and made sure to make a show of looking down at Snotlout while shaking hands with him.

It wasn't even breakfast yet, and already we were about to have a duel between two heirs for Berk's future. This day is _not_ going to end well, I just know it.

Everyone flocked to the arena; there wasn't a single villager who wasn't there, save for Griff and Svimmon. Aside from the Chief's Chair and the spots next to it (for Gobber and Spitelout), one couldn't find room to breathe in the crowd. Fortunately, as Berk's Main Shield Maiden I was tasked with going into the arena to officially start the fight. I escorted both Hiccup and Snotlout to the gate, and walked with them into the arena while telling them the official rules.

"This is a simulated-death battle. Do _not_ kill your opponent. The only way to win is the pull back on what would be a killing blow, or have the other admit defeat. Small, nonlethal wounds _are_ allowed. No outside help, and no other kinds of cheating. Am I clear?"

They both nodded; Hiccup seemed deep in thought, and Snotlout was just trying to look tough.

I walked with them into the arena, and watched as they each picked out their weapons. Snotlout went first, and he went for a mace off of the weapons rack first. He strapped a sword to his back, and then took an extra dagger. Once armed, he returned next to me.

I looked at Hiccup to let him know it was his turn, but he didn't walk to the weapons rack. He took a few steps forward until he was out of arm's length, then removed the fir cloak that he had been wearing. Underneath was his black armor (to which the crowd 'oooed' and 'awwed') which I just began to notice how 'slim-fit' it was designed. It nearly perfectly molded to Hiccup, and almost looked like a second skin. Although Hiccup didn't remove his pants, I would bet that his lower half is similarly armored (save his fake leg).

"Oooh, big deal. He was hiding his armor. That stuff looks flimsy anyways; get on with it!" Snotlout called out with irritation in his voice.

"Alright then, I'm ready!" Hiccup called out, without ever picking up a weapon.

"What?" Just about everyone called out. Hiccup only smiled innocently, and Snotlout didn't question an obvious advantage. He and Hiccup lined up opposite each other, and I remembered that I still have a fight to set off.

If the crowd wasn't watching intently before, now they really were. Stoic himself was on the edge of his seat, with his hand rubbing his chin as he carefully eyed the scene before him.

"Alright, I'm going to back away. On my mark, the fight will commence."

I took a few steps back, then raised my hand in the air. Both men's muscles tightened, and when I dropped my hand, they charged each other.

Snotlout charged faster, and Hiccup decided to wait back for him. With Hiccup still unarmed, Snotlout went for a damaging blow to Hiccup's unprotected temple, but Hiccup swiftly ducked under the blow. With Snotlout's strength focused on stopping the back-swing from his missed mace blow, Hiccup popped back up and applied his momentum into an uppercut blow to Snotlout's gut. Snotlout doubled over with a loud grunt, and as Hiccup came back down from his uppercut-jump, he brought his elbow down on the back of Snotlout's head.

Snotlout was knocked straight to the ground face first, and Hiccup flicked Snotlout's mace up to himself with his feet. He then showed the mace to the crowd and flung it at the weapons rack, lodging the spikes into the wooden panel.

Snotlout wasn't done yet, though. He picked himself up off the ground and drew his sword as he and Hiccup reestablished their fighting stances. Hiccup reached into one of the pouches built into his armor along his waist, and his hands reemerged holding two gauntlets. They looked like normal gloves, and were half-made of the same black material—Toothless scales by Hiccup's admission—as his armor. But the other half was made of a shiny metal that I didn't immediately recognize and something tells me Hiccup isn't just putting on an ordinary pair of gloves for a sword fight.

Hiccup carefully and deliberately put his gloves on, then adopted what looked like a strange hand-to-hand combat defensive stance. He held one hand out towards Snotlout, and another behind his head but with the elbow bent back towards Snotlout. He gestured for Snotlout to attack, and Snotlout did, but not _as_ hastily this time. Snotlout was more cautious this time, if only a little.

Once in range, Snotlout swung in a downward diagonal, and instead of ducking this time Hiccup backed up a step and deflected the blow with his gauntlet. Snotlout recovered better this time, and swung again, this time horizontally. Hiccup jumped back a step and threw his face forward, allowing his hip to move back and narrowly avoid Snot's sword. The crowd gasped as they watched the tip of Snotlout's sword clip Hiccup's stomach but fail to make a cut in his armor.

Snotlout wasn't deterred. Those first two swing were set-ups; the next blow was his goal the whole time. With Hiccup out of balance, he wouldn't be able to dodge a completely downward power-blow. Snotlout stepped into it with one foot and brought his sword down hard, and the crowd gasped even harder when they realized that Hiccup couldn't dodge.

But apparently Hiccup wasn't planning on dodging, nor did he need to. He reached up with his right arm and caught the blade with his gauntlet, then squeezed to get a firm grasp on the sword. Snotlout's eyes went wide and his surprise froze him in place as Hiccup launched an uppercut with his left hand that broke the sword in half: Snotlout held a useless stub and Hiccup held half of the blade in his hand.

The crowd was shockingly silent, and even I almost didn't breathe. Hiccup flung the sword piece backwards and nailed the weapon rack without looking. When I looked closely, I could see deep groves in the edge of the blade where Hiccup's fingers had bent the metal, leaving a handprint of sorts.

Snotlout still hadn't recovered from his surprise, and Hiccup took advantage of his stupor. He brought his foot up and connected with Snotlout's stomach, sending him flying onto his back. Hiccup kicked him so hard that the half-sword fell out of his hand and to the ground, so Hiccup picked it up by the handle. Despite having the wind knocked out of him, Snotlout recovered enough of his battle instincts to know that he was royally boned unless he thought of something and fast. As Hiccup walked towards him, Snotlout tried throwing his last blade—the dagger—but was unable to put any serious force into the throw. Hiccup snatched the blade out of the air with his free hand before it hit him in the face, and threw the blade back at Snotlout. I flinched, having been on the receiving end of Hiccup's throwing blade skills recently, but the blade impaled the ground between Snotlout's legs. It missed his balls by about half an inch, but Snotlout squealed like a girl regardless.

Hiccup had reached Snotlout now, and slammed the broken sword into the ground next to Snotlout's head to proclaim his victory. The crowd went wild, and Hiccup offered Snotlout a hand up. Snotlout begrudgingly took his hand, and once Snotlout was on his feet, Hiccup whispered something to him. I didn't make it over to them before Hiccup stopped whispering, so I'll add that to the list of things I ought to roast Hiccup over a fire to find out. What was interesting was the look on Snotlout's face: it changed from sour to somewhat surprised then quietly pleased as Hiccup whispered in his ear. Whatever Hiccup said, it cheered Snotlout up.

Stoic tried for ages to get the roar of the crowd to die down, and when he was finally successful the smile on his face looked like it might spill over and pour onto the ground. I snuck my way in between Hiccup and Snotlout because it was my job to ensure they won't pick a fight and so that I can remain close to Hiccup. I don't know what Stoic is about to say, but I have a feeling that it could jog some memories for Hiccup. And the last time that happened, I got a knife in the stomach.

"I know what you're all going to say… 'Stoic, Hiccup can fight! Who did he inherit _that_ from?!'" The crowd laughed, and Stoic waved them off. "But anyways, today is a new high for Berk. We've not had a raid in _years_, we just proved that we're the best tribe around not two months ago (and we've got the Shield Maiden to prove it!), and now my son has returned home a hero and also a force to be reckoned with! The only thing that's more worthy of a feast would be a meeting with the Gods themselves!"

The crowd went absolutely wild. If there's one thing Vikings enjoy more than food, fighting, or mead, it's a feast (which usually includes food, fighting, _and_ mead).

For the rest of the day, Hiccup was surrounded by Vikings galore and appeared to thrive with the attention. He seemed to be showing everyone that he was much more Vikingly than anyone had ever thought possible for him. Drinking contests, heckling the barmaids, even swearing contests; nothing seemed to faze him…. Which worried me. I made sure to only drink enough mead to not seem suspicious; whenever I get my opportunity, I don't want to waste my chance to interrogate drunk Hiccup by being drunk myself.

It was dark when Hiccup finally left the feast. Many Vikings were already passed out, and Hiccup didn't look _that_ drunk despite having feasted _all day_. He seemed to scan the room for something, then once he found it he announced that he was going to go talk to an old friend. Eventually, he pried himself away from his followers and headed up the hill to the Chief's house. Stoic had already tended an offer for Hiccup to stay in his old room, so I wondered if he might be going to bed before Stoic even left the Hall. I waited in the shadows behind the Chief's house, and surely enough Hiccup came out the back door a few minutes later. He climbed onto the roof of the house and watched out for something.

I decided to shift around until I could see both Hiccup and see down the main lane of the village in case Hiccup was waiting for someone to meet him. After about ten minutes, the door to the Great Hall opened and Stoic came stumbling down the lane with a few Vikings. Although the other Vikings were absolutely hammered, Stoic was like me and didn't drink excessively tonight. Maybe something felt off, or maybe he didn't want a hangover, but for whatever reason Stoic decided to keep his wits about him tonight instead of drinking them away. Hiccup scrambled down from the house and signaled towards the woods, and as he did his Nadder emerged from the tree line. Quickly and quietly, the Nadder stuck its head into the back door and let out a barrage of fire inside the house that no one approaching the house could see.

With that done, Hiccup sent the Nadder away and disappeared into the shadows until he reappeared right next to me. I nearly jumped a foot, but Hiccup approached me from behind and put a hand over my mouth to stop me from squealing.

"I noticed that you think you're stealthy. You're not." He whispered, while keeping his eyes glued to Stoic.

He released me, and we both just watched the lane together.

"What are you doing?!" I whispered urgently, but Hiccup seemed to ignore me. By now, Stoic was nearly to his front door, and smoke had started to escape from the roof.

"What the—FIRE!" Stoic yelled as he burst down the door. We lost sight of him, and I could only pray that Hiccup hadn't set a trap for Stoic in that house.

"I told you that I'm going to tear this village apart. I've decided that it is easier to do that when I'm dead." He whispered, never looking away from the scene in front of him.

The fire had now spread to engulf the house, but that didn't muffle and extremely loud and off-putting scream of rage that suddenly erupted from Stoic.

"He must have found my 'body.'"

Those who hadn't wasted themselves started to gather around, and eventually Snotlout came out of the woods behind Stoic's hall and joined them. He didn't go unnoticed, as many villagers watched him emerge, but filed into the ranks silently.

"What was he doing out there?"

"I asked him to meet me in the woods around now. It's just going to sweeten the pot…"

Stoic leaped back out through the front door, and everyone cheered when they saw their Chief was okay. Their cheer died down in about two seconds once everyone saw the murderous look on Stoic's face.

"WHO WAS THE LAST ONE AT MY HALL!?" Stoic roared, causing the crowd to flinch. When no one answered, Stoic presented the bottom half of Snotlout's broken sword from the fight to the crowd.

"I FOUND _THIS_ EMBEDDED INTO THE HEART OF MY SON! **WHO WAS THE LAST ONE AT MY HALL!?**" Stoic thundered louder than any of Thor's lightning bolts.

No one in the crowd said a word, but many people's faces adopted a horrified expression. Slowly, a few heads turned towards Snotlout, before someone spoke up.

"Snotlout emerged from the woods behind your hall just after the fire started…"

_Everyone_ turned to look at Snotlout and a ring formed around Snotlout as people got as far away from him as they could.

"Okay, I am so glad that I decided to screw this 'going in order' thing. This is going to be great!" Hiccup whispered with a terrifying amount of glee in his voice.

I, along with probably all of Berk, watched in horror as Stoic bounded four steps and grabbed Snotlout by his neck, squeezed, lifted him into the air, and then hurled him into the nearest wall all while releasing primal yell.

Author's Note: Yea, so I've decided to make this story longer! Lucky you, Mr. 'Reader that likes this story'! It sucks to be you, Mr. 'Reader who hates this story but reads it anyways'!

If you have any thoughts, reactions, comments, concerns, or even little easter eggs that you want to know if I can hide into the story, then leave a review.

Oh, all the names of non-essential characters (such as the missing men) are spoofs of characters from a show I watch. If anyone catches it, they get to make up the next random name I use.
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Author's Note: Okay, so I was out of town and didn't upload another chapter-per-day. That's rare for me anyways, so don't expect super speedy updates. But I have stumbled across ideas that I like for this story that should extend it a little more. I'll just say that they surround Hiccup's motivation and methods; one of them, turning the village against itself, has already been spoken of. Now it's time to put it into action, and meanwhile Astrid will desperately try to understand Hiccup's motives.

Chapter 4 – Astrid's POV

It took them ten minutes to realize that they were not going to be able to calm Stoic down, and instead directed him to the forest. More than likely, there would be enough lumber to replace the wall that Stoic broke when he threw Snotlout.

I am amazed that Snotlout somehow survived his injuries, and even more amazed that he clung onto life for the ten minutes that Stoic refused to allow anyone to help him. If I had to guess, I would say that he will never move his legs again, and that's being optimistic.

But I have more important things to do right now then guess about Snotlout's health. Hiccup tried to disappear into the forest, but I made sure to catch him by the ear before he could get out of reach.

"Oh no, you're not going anywhere…" I proclaimed loudly, thankful that the crowds had all left to accompany either Stoic or Snotlout.

"Ow ow ow" Hiccup cried out as I yanked on his ear.

"What the hell is wrong with you? Didn't any of that hurt to watch?!"

Hiccup refused to answer until I released his ear, and I eventually gave in.

"Hurt to watch? That was glorious! I'd watch it again if I could!" Hiccup retorted with a sickening amount of glee.

"What's wrong with you?! You came back to a hero's welcome and you still want revenge?"

Hiccup took a deep breath in while looking around almost frantically, then zeroed in on me as he exhaled.

"A hero's welcome? For me? Sorry, I thought that they were praising Thor that I wasn't the same screw-up that disappeared!"

"How can you even say that? Those people were eating out of your hand! Wasn't that what you wanted in the first place?!"

For a second, Hiccup's hands balled into fists and even jerked at me, but Hiccup fought to keep control of himself.

"To be accepted for something I'm not? That's the whole damn reason I left! Do you think for a second that Stoic wouldn't have any reservations if he knew what I've done?"

"That's not a fair argument, because you've been actively KILLING people you grew up with! Of course Stoic would want you back if you weren't _trying_ to sabotage the village!"

"That's where you're wrong. You don't know that; you CAN'T. You don't even know the things I've done. You don't know anything about me. Trust me, there's no possible way that I could have become one of…one of _them_!"

"All you've done since I found you is convince me that you would have been a greater Viking than _anyone_ could ask for! I can't understand why you're so abrasive to the idea that you are JUST LIKE US!"

Whereas before, Hiccup was able to keep his anger until control, now it spilled out like nothing I had seen before. Not even when he stabbed me did Hiccup look this unhinged. The speed and power with which his fist launched into my stomach knocked out any last trace of air I had in my lungs. Half a minute later, when I regained my senses, I realized I had fallen to my knees then lost balance and rolled onto my side.

When I finally lifted my head, Hiccup was gone. All in all, it took me four minutes to get back on my feet. I looked around for any trace of where Hiccup may have gone, but there wasn't as much as a trodden leaf around me.

"Way to go, Astrid. Really did a good job that time…" I berated myself aloud, before setting off into the village to see what has happened in my short absence.

Apparently, not much had happened. Stoic was in the forest, probably clearing out a location for a new village by now. Those Vikings who weren't completely hammered helped take Snotlout to Goethi's and hung around the door in a not-so-subtle attempt at guarding Snotlout from the Chief.

Most people had gone home to get some sleep (and prepare for a hectic day with a hangover) and I decided to do the same. If Hiccup didn't want me to find him, then I wouldn't, and there wasn't anything else I could do now.

The next morning, it didn't take long to realize that the day would be interesting. Just…not in a good way. Despite the fact that most of the village had huge hangovers, Stoic insisted on waking up everyone extremely early. I've never heard so many people cuss a storm at the same time like when Stoic beat on everyone's door to wake them up.

I decided that I was going to let Stoic's interactions play out, and instead headed to the forest to investigate what Stoic had done the night before. I took off in the general direction he did, and it didn't take me long before I found where he had been. There were several trees that had been chopped down, but they weren't neat piles of wood. There were numerous random cuts of varying depth all along the base of each fallen tree; no tree had been cut cleanly, either. If a tree had fallen over, it's because its base had been messily hacked away. What I saw weren't the markings of an angry man trying to vent: it was the evidence of a furious man losing himself in his rage.

"Odd… Hiccup hasn't lost control like _this_. At least not yet…" I mused aloud. Surely, Stoic and Hiccup must have some similarities, so why wouldn't they get angry the same way? Stoic's been angry at the world for years—well, at least at the dragons—and he's soured much like Hiccup seems to be. Maybe, if I figure out how Stoic gets angry, it will help me handle Hiccup.

I resolved to keep a keen eye on Stoic, and headed back towards the village. When I got there, the place was seemingly empty, but I could hear voices from the Great Hall.

Once I got inside, I found everyone huddled around a center. I couldn't see what was in that center, but I figured that with an event like this I'd never be able to push my way through. While everyone was distracted, I climbed up one of the support posts until I could perch myself in the rafters.

In the middle of the crowd was a wide gap, where only Stoic, Gobber, Spitelout, Goethi, and Snotlout stood. Well, Snotlout was laying on a makeshift stretcher, and Goethi was sitting, but the rest were standing.

"Alright, that looks like everyone. We can start…" Gobber announced as the crowd hushed eerily quickly. "Now, typically a Blood Feud like this would be judged by the Chief, but seeing as he's involved he can't do that. Typically, the Second-In-Command would take his spot. Spitelout, however, is the opposing side. So _I_ get to oversee this thing!" Gobber announced to lay a foundation for the arguments about to begin.

"OW!" Gobber yelped as Goethi smacked him with her staff. "Oh, right: Goethi is going to help me—OW!—right, Goethi is co-judge. Stoic, would you like to go first?"

The whole crowd waited without even breathing. It was so quiet that you could hear chainmail clinking…that is, if anyone was moving.

"Everyone saw _my son_ hand Snotlout his arse in that ring! He absolutely humiliated Snotlout _and_ reclaimed his proud heritage! It's OBVIOUS that Snotlout was a poor loser about something _yet again_ and murdered Hiccup in his sleep, all for revenge!"

"And what proof do you have that my son could have done this?" Spitelout challenged.

"Proof? What PROOF do I have? How about Snotlout's broken sword impaling Hiccup's body? A complete lack of an alibi?! The fact that your son has shown himself graceless when he loses for YEARS!?" Stoic's tone had begun to escalate, but he seemed to be keeping it in check.

Phase One: Angry and Sour, but Managing. Well, Stoic has that part down, but to be fair he's probably been there for years. Hiccup has also been in this phase since he returned to the island.

"That would sound almost kinda convincing, if it wasn't for the fact that Snotlout wasn't bitter!" Spitelout retorted, catching the crowd's interest.

"That's yak-shit! We all know that he doesn't handle being humiliated like a man should!"

"Well…" Spitelout interjected. "Why don't we ask him?"

Everyone's focus shifted to Snotlout, who had been propped up enough to see what was going on. He didn't seem to be able to move his arms or legs, and I haven't yet seen him move his head on his own.

"Well, Snotlout, what have ye to say?" Gobber asked.

Everyone went silent, and Snotlout hesitated before speaking. His words were labored and he struggled to breath at times, but otherwise sounded pretty good for a man who should be dead.

"I didn't hurt Hiccup. There was no reason for me to." Snotlout paused here to catch his breath, before resuming. "After our fight, sure. I kinda hated him. But he whispered to me something…"

Snotlout coughed here, and everyone waited with baited breath for him to continue.

"…He said…for me not to worry. He told me he…he didn't like it here on Berk, and that he was leaving again soon…permanently. He wanted to meet in the woods behind Stoic's hall to talk, but…he never showed."

"THAT'S ABSOLUTE BLASPHEMY!" Stoic hollered with the same rage that he had last night. Several people in the audience flinched, even. Almost everyone seemed to agree with Stoic, and the crowd started rumbling a little.

Before the crowd—or Stoic—could take any action, Goethi rapped her staff on the table, catching everyone's attention. She then wrote something on the ground, then looked to Gobber for translation.

"She says 'the boy's name is Ruth.' Well, that's weird—OUCH!—sorry, it says 'the boy's telling the truth.' Well, that's even weirder." Gobber flinched, expecting another smack from Goethi, but she simply nodded to confirm that is what she wrote.

"THERE IS NO WAY THAT THAT THOR-DAMNED MURDERER IS TELLING THE TRUTH! THAT BOY IS A LYING!" Stoic yelled while bringing his fist down on a table, breaking the wood in two.

The crowd was not all on his side, however. Goethi's words only served to tear the crowd down the middle, with half of the people stunned that Snotlout is innocent and another half convinced that Goethi must be wrong.

And in the background to the chatter the crowd was now making amongst itself was Stoic hollering more death threats then I even thought was possible.

Phase Two: Escalation. Furious Yelling, with the Chance of a Violent Outburst. I identified what appeared to be the second phase of Stoic's fury, and so far I've seen Hiccup go through both. At least twice he's yelled and struck me, and this also marks the second time I've seen Stoic like this. I would bet that Stoic's rampage in the woods last night could be his third phase, but I can't be sure yet.

"Alright, alright…" Gobber tried to calm the crowd down, but without any success whatsoever. It wasn't until beating a hammer against a metal shield on the wall that everyone shifted their focus to him. "Tha's better. NOW, we are going to have to take a vote on this matter, so we'll get the boxes out and let you vote secretly…"

"No." Stoic countered calmly. _Way_ too calmly for someone who was just yelling loud enough for Odin to hear.

"Now, Stoic, you aren't in charge of this…" Gobber started, obviously trying to keep Stoic calm.

"No, I _am_ in charge of this village, if not this trial. And I still have the power to decide _how_ we vote: everyone's vote is going to be recorded…" Stoic said somewhat quietly, but with murder in his voice. As the words sunk in, their meaning started to chill the bones of those that were watching: if Stoic lost the vote, then he would know the name of everyone who betrayed him.

Gobber tried to figure out a way around it, but Stoic had won. Gobber went to get some parchment, and drew a line down the middle. On one side, he wrote "guilty." On the other, "innocent."

"Alright, who's going to vote first?" Gobber asked the crowd. Immediately, about twenty people jumped at the opportunity of being the first to vote in Stoic's favor. After Gobber was able to get their names down, the votes started to come in more slowly as the villagers weighed their options. Once Stoic had a 40-0 vote advantage, someone else decided to step foot into the ring.

"Well, well, two very interesting choices. I can vote _not_ to piss off our rampaging leader, or I can vote to show my respect to the village elder. And a boy's life hangs in the balance all the while…" Mildew called out, with his normal smirk growing larger the whole time. "It seems to me that the village is scared to vote what they think. _I_ think that people these days just don't respect traditions like their supposed to. It used to be that heirs didn't spend six years away from home, Chiefs didn't abandon principle, and suspects didn't have their neck rung until after they were proved guilty. My, what deterioration has happened to our great tribe… Gobber, mark me down in the 'innocent' category!" Mildew almost reveled in the look that hijacked Stoic's face as he spoke. To make matters worse, Mildew had given the villagers the courage to vote how they wanted to, and a flood of votes started to pour into the 'innocent' category. More votes for innocence inspired other villagers to vote 'guilty,' and pretty soon everyone was chomping at the bit to vote. A few minor arguments and even scuffles started to erupt among close friends and family members. Even the twins, Ruff and Tuff, voted differently.

Once the voting died down, Gobber counted up the names.

"Loki's droopy balls… it's a dead-even tie. IS THERE ANYONE WHO HASN'T VOTED?" Gobber yelled over the crowd. For a moment, no one replied as everyone was shocked over the vote count.

"Do you have Hacknee on there? I haven't seen him yet!" Someone called out.

"Eh…no, he hasn't voted. Someone go fetch him!" Gobber called out. Some random Viking at the back sprinted out the door, and everyone was left to realize the situation we are left with. Hacknee was one of the people last night who instantly took Stoic side, and was even calling for Snotlout's head as he was being carted to Goethi's. Everyone knew that when given the choice, Hacknee was going to vote 'guilty.'

"Heh, that ol' bachelor probably just decided to sleep right through this! I bet he's going to be pissed at all this noise!" Gobber joked, earning a few laughs from the men at the front of the crowd who could hear him.

"Yea, they are _really_ not going to like what they find…" Someone whispered from behind me, and I almost fell out of my perch from surprise. I turned around to find Hiccup sitting on a rafter right behind me.

"What?! How did you get up here? What do you mean by that?"

"Oh, I've been waiting in here all night. There's no way I was going to sneak in the door this morning. And let's just say I bumped into Hacknee right after leaving you last night…"

My eyes went wide before I decided to slide back down the support beam I used to get up here. I stayed on the far side to avoid being detected, and I ran out the door after announcing that I would help with the search.

When I got to Hacknee's house, I was horrified. I found the man that came to find Hacknee impaled through the heart with a sword, just outside the doorway. Blood had pooled on the ground, and I didn't even think of stopping to check his pulse. Hiccup had made sure that he wouldn't continue breathing after this; I just don't know if he has an accomplice, or if one of his dragons can use a sword (as crazy as it sounds, it wouldn't be the weirdest thing yet).

Once I got inside, I became so sick to my stomach that I nearly threw up. There was blood EVERYWHERE: splattered on the walls, pooled in random spots on the floor, even on the ceiling. But worse than blood everywhere were the _body parts_ everywhere: here a foot, there an elbow, intestines hung like drapes, and two eyeballs skewered on a stick. Someone had absolutely slaughtered Hacknee into bits and pieces.

Phase Three: Vehement Rage. Mindless Urge to Slaughter. Almost Uncontrollable, but Only Lasts a Short Time.

It turns out that Hiccup and Stoic do get angry the same way. However, where Stoic attacked a man during Phase 2 and slaughtered some trees, Hiccup attack me during Phase 2 and then slaughtered a man.


	5. Divide and Conquer: Part 2

V for Viking

Chapter 5 – Astrid's POV

It hasn't even been a full day, and I can already see the effectiveness of Hiccup's plan. The vote on Snotlout—which ended in a dead-even tie—had already split the village down the middle before Hacknee's murder. Once it was discovered that a murderer was on the loose, everyone became suspicious. Normal disagreements mounted into loud arguments and personal beefs escalated into fists all throughout the day.

Everywhere I go, everyone is doing the same thing: whispering. No one feels secure anymore, not when their neighbor may have been the one to kill Hacknee. Nervousness has consumed the whole village, and to make matters worse, there is no one to mend fences between villagers. Normally, in anxious situations such as the one we are in, the village leadership is there to stop things from escalating too far. Now, however, our village leadership is having the largest feud of all, and the rest of the villagers are starting to take sides. I've already broken up two fights between Vikings with very different opinions on the 'Snotlout' incident.

I know what Hiccup wants to happen…what he's planning on happening. He's creating a fire to consume Berk; he's just placed the logs, and now he is gathering kindling. It won't be long before all that's needed is a spark.

As I was making rounds throughout the village, I heard a lot of commotion coming from some of the sheep pens. Ever since the dragons stopped attacking, we've been able to cautiously expand our sheep pen until we created individual pens for everyone. As I ran over to a small crowd that was forming, I realized that we were standing next to Spitelout's pen. The gate to the pen was open, and it looked like the hinge was smashed.

"What's going on here?!" I asked as I pushed my way through the crowd.

"Ah, good. Astrid, these good-for-nothing rascals sabotaged my pen and let my sheep escape!" Spitelout explained in a voice pointed towards three young kids standing in front of them. I recognized the kids as the sons some of the first men to vote for Stoic earlier, and I'd bet my axe that Spitelout recognizes them too.

"Is that true, boys?" I asked, much to Spitelout's dismay.

"Oh, sure, ask a bunch of rotten criminals for their story…"

"_Boys_, what happened?" I asked over Spitelout's complaining.

"We were playing Hard Head over by those trees! I didn't even know that they sheep were loose until one ran by me and Spitelout yelled as loud as Stoic!" The largest boy—likely the group's leader—answered in a scared and believably honest manner. I took a quick glance at the boys as a whole and noticed decent-sized whelps on the side of their head; just the thing you would expect from playing a game about whacking someone in the head with a stick.

"Oh, yes, _sure_, you were hitting each other with sticks. Are you sure you didn't _whack my gate hinge_ while you were at it to make your daddies proud?!" Spitelout asked more angrily than before.

"Spitelout, hush. I don't think that they did it…"

"WHAT!? You _can't_ be serious, you TOO, Astrid!?" Spitelout burst out in a mix of surprise and outrage.

"Spitelout, why don't you focus on actually _catching_ your sheep before we point fingers?" As much as Spitelout was angry, he was still cognitive enough to remember that yes, he did need those sheep. That didn't stop him from glaring daggers at the kids before turning to leave, grumbling all the way.

"Now, if I were you three, I would make myself scarce…" I said slightly threatening, but with a playful hint in my voice that the three boys didn't pick up on as they scampered away.

"Now, what was Hiccup up to here?" I asked myself as I bent down to inspect the gate hinge. It looked like it had been smashed inwards instead of sliced or chopped, so I suspect that Hiccup punched it with his gauntlets. But why? It would have been easier to use a weapon, not to mention the fact that most everyone uses a sword or axe, thereby making more people suspects if he used one of those. But no, he punched it…almost as if he was in a rush.

But where would he be going? And what did pissing Spitelout off at three boys have to do with his plans? Sure, Bard, Blad, and Tox's kids messing with Spitelout might up tensions a little, but not significantly. It's not going to start a blood feud or anything.

"Hell, if he wants to start a fight, it would be easiest to pit Tox and Sirge against each other. They've hated each other for years, and they're already on different sides…" I mused aloud, before realizing what I had just said. My eyes went wide as I realized what Hiccup's plan was: Stoic is down at the docks, Spitelout is now chasing sheep, and I'm standing here at this pen. Tox and Sirge were part of a small team that went to split wood from where Stoic hacked away after Hiccup's 'death.' Hiccup wanted everyone who would stop a fight away from those men so that he could turn them on each other!  
>I started sprinting for the forest, and as I did so other parts of Hiccup's scheme made sense. Sirge was a great friend of Spitelout, and while Tox wasn't. With Spitelout pissed at Tox's kid, there's no chance that Spitelout would view anything that might happen in a fair light.<p>

When I finally got to the forest, Tox was being restrained by three men while a fourth was knelt down beside Sirge. Sirge was face-down in the ground, and was surrounded by a sickening pool of blood that had soaked into the ground.

"WHAT HAPPENED HERE!?" I demanded as soon as I arrived, not even catching my breath after sprinting with my axe.

"It's Sirge. He's dead, that much is certain." The man who was kneeling by Sirge said while standing up.

"The bastard asked for it!" Tox shouted while unsuccessfully struggling against his captors.

"Save it, Tox! Everyone knows you've hated each other for years!" A man holding Sirge scolded.

"What happened, Tox?" I asked, much to the surprise of the men around me. Heck, even Tox seemed surprised that I was giving him the time of day given the circumstances, but he didn't waste his chance.

"Everyone spread out to find any good, non-mutilated pieces of wood left. I lost sight of everyone, then suddenly…BAM! I'm hit in the head by a flying mace, the same kind of weapon that Sirge _always_ keeps attached to his hip. Except when I got back up, I saw Sirge chopping a log…_without_ his mace on his belt!"

I picked up Tox's helmet off the ground, and found a good-sized dent that matches his story. I even looked over and saw a mace lying on the ground next to a tree, supposedly where Tox was hit. I could already see how Hiccup pulled this off: he must have stolen Sirge's mace and used it to start this fight.

"So what'd you do, attack him?"

"You better believe I gave that son of a bitch a piece of my mind! I threw my dagger into his back and when he turned around I put my axe dead into his chest!" Tox proclaimed with a surprising amount of pride. It was the kind of pride a man displays after successfully springing a trap, and I don't doubt that is how Tox feels: he thinks that he defeated his enemy despite not attacking first.

I rubbed my forehead before finally telling the men to take Tox to Stoic. Although I don't like the idea of Stoic and Spitelout butting heads over this, it would be worse to abandon all principle by covering this up. Not to mention the men around me that I would have to explain my reasoning to… 'Yea, well, this is what _he_ wants—I can't tell you who _he_ is. I'm not sure why, and I don't know why _he_'s doing this, but we shouldn't give in' isn't exactly a great case.

I don't know exactly what has happened since I left Spitelout, but if I'm lucky then nothing else will have gone wrong.

It just doesn't look like I'm going to be lucky anytime soon.

A FEW HOURS LATER

Finally. It took forever to get to this stupid cliff, which left me with way too much time alone with my thoughts. All the worry in my head physically made me sick on the way here…and naturally my brain took that as an invitation to think up worst-case scenarios that have just enough merit to them to truly concern me. I mean, when my head starts with 'Hiccup wants to murder Berk,' it can come up with some scary shit. And that mutilated body earlier didn't help things.

I began climbing up through the incisions made in the cliff wall, just like the last time I was here. About half way up, the gap between the handholds increased significantly, and I was forced to use almost all of my reach. When I finally got a handhold, my fingers slipped on an oily substance and I started to freefall, only to be abruptly cut off from dying.

I looked up to find myself within the claws of a Changewing which had apparently been clinging to the wall next to me. It flew me to the top of the cave and set me down surprisingly gently; standing there expectantly was none other than Hiccup.

"Sorry; I put the fish oil in the keep out unwanted guests. And not sorry, because you are technically the only guest so far."

"Gee. Thanks, asshole."

"Oh, a bit of fire in you today, huh? What on Midgard could have brought _that_ about?" Hiccup mocked.

I had already begun answering before I realized that it was bait to rile me up.

"Well, for starters, I just watched half of my tribe call for an innocent man's head, only for Stoic to set him free simply to spite Spitelout! Do you have any idea how mad the village has gone!?" I replied angrily, but without moving towards him or moving much at all. On some level, my body remembered that Hiccup has proven that he shouldn't be threatened or trusted; however, my head still wants to both threaten and trust him.

"Of course I do. You think I would let something this important go to chance? I've got this mapped out. Tell me, who do you think the next target is?"

His question caught me far enough off guard that my anger was thrown off. It was dampened with surprise and confusion, then ignored entirely when I decided to think on the question.

"What, you think I'm just going to give you a target? Nice try, Hiccup."

Hiccup didn't reply, but instead calmly took a strip of parchment out of his back pocket, and held it so that I couldn't read what was on it.

"On here are two hints as to my next move. One is a place, and one is a name. Now, if you take your best guess as to the whom and where of my next move, I'll show you my hints."

I gave Hiccup an uncertain look, but he didn't change from his 'confident in a this-is-beneath-me' look.

Well, I guess now the next thing to do would be to frame Spitelout or push him over the edge. He would need him to tick off Stoic, and Hiccup seems to be a big fan of using his 'death' as a weapon. The last traces of Hiccup ever since Stoic's fire would be...

"The forge! That's the last place left with a connection to you!" I burst out, with Hiccup giving a slightly surprised look that all but confirmed my answer. "Oh gods, you're going to kill Gobber, aren't you?!"

If Hiccup wasn't surprised before, he certainly was now. However, his surprise seemed to fade into intrigued curiosity alarmingly quickly.

"Well, now, that's certainly an interesting angle. I can feel a true 'revenge' vibe there; you must think that my goal is to wipe out all who ever wronged me, am I right?"

"It's not like you've given any evidence to the contrary…"

"Well, think…_bigger_. My work here is going to be my masterpiece!" Hiccup replied with a strange mix of melancholy determination.

Before I could think of a response, Hiccup crumpled up the paper strip and tossed it to me. It was an impressive throw until it dropped to the ground four feet short of where I stood.

"Oh come on. Can't I look cool for even a few seconds?" Hiccup asked no one in particular.

I walked forward and picked up the note, then uncrumpled it to reveal two words.

"The arena? STOIC?! Are you—but—why—isn't he one of the last ones on the list?" Many questions fought to exit my mouth, but that one won out for some reason.

"List? Did you really believe all that?" Before I had a chance to even consider the possibility of answering, he continued. "I guess I sold it too well. Come on, a vindictive man with crumbling motive and a quick temper who flew back to Berk to assassinate a select few? Surely some part of that hasn't matched up with what you've seen…

"Truth is…my intentions are far less…remedial than that. Come on, I've got something to show you…" He motioned for me to follow him into the cave, and the dark walk gave me some time to start processing what he just said.

Well, yea, things haven't added up. His motives have been somewhat spotchy, and he _did_ abandon his list idea awfully quickly. But this whole scenario is just so foreign that it's hard to tell what could be genuine.

We made it back to the lava pit, and I looked around. Nothing had changed since the last time I was here.

"This is it? I've already seen all this!"

"Oh that's cute. You thought that this was all. I set this up as a decoy should anyone ever stumble across my hiding place…I'd never stay in heat like this." He said before whistling _right_ in my ear. My ears rung so loudly that I didn't notice the dragon behind me before it lifted up both of us and flew us to a hidden recess in the wall farther up. From any angle on the ground, the second cave that opened up here would be hidden, and this cave was significantly shorter than the last cave: it was only 40 feet wide before opening back to the outside.

"This…_this_ is where I work it all out…" He announced before motioning me to look around. "Don't bother trying to find any names or figure out my plans; the names are all numbers and everything is written in a language that no one speaks anymore. Except me, of course, but only when I need to argue with myself…" He trailed off his joke at the end when he realized that I was too enamored with looking around.

There were two more boards, both with extensive amount of writings and patches of parchment suspended by pins and strings. The chain of events that this thing detailed out must have been incredible, because despite the fact I couldn't read the language, I could feel from all of the little extra pockets and alternated strings that he had planned this out well. The only major difference between the boards was that one had materials around it like it was still being actively used, and the other was pushed aside.

"What's wrong with that board?"

"Oh, uh…that's the old plan. I had to scrap it to account from some…unexpected developments…"

Huh. So maybe he doesn't have his kill list perfectly worked out. I wonder what went wrong with it.

"Like what, exactly?"

"You."

"Me?"

"Yea. I had to completely remove you from the equation ever since you found me. If it makes you feel better, I was planning on baiting you and your followers out to the cliffs before taking you out myself."

"…..WHAT?"

"Yea, in the original plan I assumed that you would have a strong opinion and people would gravitate behind you. I was going to use you to toy with Snotlout at some point…"

"Okay, okay, forget I asked." I mumbled while trying to shake the thought from my head. "What is your plan for me now?"

"Oh, you think I would just tell you that? Telling you would eliminate your free will and also guarantee that you would _not_ do it."

I shrugged off what he said, mainly because it was a longshot that I could trick him into telling me in the first place. I wanted to know solely so I would know what not to do, after all.

As I glanced at the board, I began to take note of the number of individuals that Hiccup had accounted for (made easy by the numbering system). The count was far over his previous list.

"Hiccup…how many names are _on_ here?" I asked nervously, almost knowing the answer.

"Well, all of Berk minus one Shield Maiden…"

My eyes went wide as my head jerked back to the board, and I frantically started to scan over it before backing away. I was going to say something before I noticed a stack of scrolls over in the corner. They weren't any scrolls, however; they each had a fine leather container that are used only for maps. My thoughts shifted back to one of those 'worst scenarios' I thought up on my walk over, and as soon as it did I counted the number of maps. In the scenario, Hiccup was trying to kill more than just Berk, and it seemed an eerie coincidence that the number of maps match the number of Viking Tribes left after the war.

"Hiccup, earlier, you said Berk would be your masterpiece…" I brought up the analogy used early because I couldn't find any other grasp on the thoughts in my head. "But a masterpiece is supposed to be the best work out of a collection. Is that…accurate?"

Hiccup took a deep breath and stood up straighter before giving an answer.

"I suppose so, yes."

Each of those four words made my stomach tie even tighter knots, but I couldn't just stop now. I have to know, even if it kills me. Not knowing with _definitely_ kill me.

"If-if this collection had a name, what would it be? What would you title your 'collection' of works?" I asked extremely nervously. Hiccup waited a few moments, looking off into the distance as if thinking of a clever and grand answer. Every second, though painfully slow, tightened the sickened feeling in my gut. I knew that the longer Hiccup took to answer, the more direct and intentional the answer would be. And I absolutely don't want to imagine how bad it could be.

Turns out, I didn't have to. His answer was worse than what I could have imagined.

"Well, I supposed I'd call it '_The Abolition of Vikingdom!_'"


End file.
